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shoulder did not ache and if I were not such a bad pupil in spin-
ning, I would have learnt it sooner. Once I have learnt it, I
would not find it boring to do it every day. But I am bored
when I try to learn it. See how the thread snaps again and again."
"But how can you say that? Is there anything you will not do
for swaraj ?" "That is true of course. It is not that I refuse to
learn. Only, I point out to you my difficulties. Ask Basanti Devi
how bad I am at such things." Basanti Devi agreed: "That is true.
If he wants to open his box, I have to come to turn the key". I
said: "That is your cleverness. In this way you have made him
helpless, so that he will have always to flatter you and be depen-
dent on you." The room was filled with laughter. Deshbandhu
intervened: "You may examine me after a month. I shall not
be drawing ropes then." "All right", I said, "Satish Babu will
even send a teacher for you. If you pass [the test], take it that
swaraj is at hand." There are so many pleasant incidents like this
that, if I tried to describe all of them, I should never end.

There are some memories which I simply cannot narrate.

I would be ungrateful if I did not try to give some description
of the love I had been receiving at [Darjeeling]. He took personal
interest in the smallest matters. He would himself order dry fruits
from Calcutta. As it would be difficult to secure goats or goats'
milk in Darjeeling, he had got five from the plains and kept them
where he was staying. He would not let me manage without any
of the things to which I was used. There was only a wall between
our two rooms. Every morning, he would wait for me as soon
as he was free. He would be in bed, for he could not leave it.
He knew my manner of sitting cross-legged, and so would not let
me sit on the chair, but would make me sit on his bed facing him.
He would get some more mattresses spread and also have cushions
placed for me. 1^ could not help joking: "This scene reminds me of
a day forty years'* ago when I got married, the bride and I sat
like this on a plank. All that remains is holding each other's hands."
I had hardly finished this when the whole house rang with Desh-
bandhu's laughter. Whenever he laughed, the sound of his
laughter could be heard from a great distance.

Deshbandhu was daily becoming gentler. Custom did not
forbid him meat or fish. But when the non-co-operation move-
ment started he gave up meat eating, drinking and smoking, all
three. Later these things came back, but his inclination was al-
ways for giving them up. Recently, again, he had come into con-
tact with a sadhu of the Radhaswami sect and after that his eager-
ness to adopt vegetarian food had increased. When, therefore, I